

ki>0 % 


Text by Douglas Wood 
Watercoiors by Cheng-Khee Chee 












Old Turt 



Texi hy Douglas Wood 
Watercolors by Cheng- Khee Chee 



This story is dedicated to my sons, Bryan and Eric , 
and to children of all ages who love turtles 
and rocks and rivers and other living things. 

— Douglas Wood 


These paintings are dedicated to my children, 
and to Bee who has always encouraged me 
and made time for me to paint. 


— Cheng-Khec Chcc 


tt, long long ago . < , 
yet soradww, not so very long 



when . 1 1 1 the untmiats 



■ iiiJ rntks 



and winds 3iul waters 


Lind trees 




and birds and fish 








n,n<t .ill ilic beings op rlu- world 
could speak . . . 

arid understand mu.- another , , , 


here began ... an ARGUMENT. 


It began softly at first . . . 

Quiet as the first breeze that whispered, 

“He is a wind who is never still.” 

Quiet as the stone that answered, 

“He is a great rock that never moves.” 

Gentle as the mountain that rumbled, 

“God is a snowy peak, high above the clouds.” 







Aiul ilit‘ fish in the ocean iluii answcrocU "tinwl in n swimmer, in ihc d-irk blue dcprhs oldie htj," 




"No, ' said [he star, 

L God is a twinkling 
and .i shining, 
rat, tar away." 

“N’n," replied the siii, 

"G<hI is 3 sound! 
and a -smell and a feel in 
who is very, verv dose. " 


“God," insisted rhe an [dope. 

"is .1 runner, swift and free, 
who loves to leap 
and race with Llie wind.' 
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'"She as a great irtiv 

in u rrn Lured rbe willow, 
"n pari of the world, 
always grow i rig 
and always giving.'' 


“You Lire wrong," 

argued the island, 

“God is- separate and apart." 

“God i* like die shining sun, 
lar a hove all things.' 
added the bine sky. 

"No, He is a river, 

who I lows, through die very 
heart of things,’" 
thundered the waterfall. 


“She is a hunter/' roared the lion. 
“God is gentle,” chirped the robin. 
“He is powerful,” growled the bear. 


A 


nd the argument 


grew LOUDER 


and LOUDER 


and LOUDER 


until . 


5TOP! 


A new voice spoke. 


It rumbled loudly, like thunder. 

And it whispered softly, like butterfly sneezes. 

The voice seemed to come from . . . 
why ir seemed to come from . . . 


. . . Old Turtle! 


Old Turtle hardly ever said anything, 

and certainly never argued about Cod. 

But now Old Turtle began to speak. 









'God is iiidLcti deep," 

■silo said to [lie fish in the sea; 

’'and much higher chan high, 1 ' 
she told the mou mains. 

“lie is swift and free as the wind, 

and still and solid as a great nxk," 
die said to the freezes and stones. 

'‘She is tin. 1 lib of the world, ' 

Lhrtle salt! to the willow. 

“Always dose by, ye I h'ptiid 
(lie larthest twinkling light," 
she told the am and the star. 

"God is gentle and powerful. 

Above all things 
and within all things. 


"God is all that we dream of, 
and all chat we seek," 
said Old Turtle, 

"all that we come bom 
and all that we can find. 


"God IS," 



o 

V ^/ld Turtle had never said so much before. 

All the beings of the world were surprised, 
and became very quiet. 

But Old Turtle had one more thing to say. 


“There will soon he 

a new family of beings in the world,” she said, 
“and they will be strange and wonderful. 

“They will be reminders of all that God is. 



“They will come in many colors and shapes, 
with different faces 
and different ways of speaking. 

“Their thoughts will soar to the stars, 
but their feet will walk the earth. 



H *■ 



“They will possess many powers. 

] hey will be sirong. yei render* 

.1 message of love from Cod ro rhe earth* 
arid a prayer I ruin die earth hack m Cod. 


And the people eatne. 






Hm the people lorgor* 

The)' Ibr^ot rhai they were 
a message of love* 
and a prayer from die earth. 

And they began to argue , . . 
about who knew Clod, 
and who did not; 
anti where God was, 
and was non 
anti whether God was, 
or was not. 



And often the people 
misused their powers, 
and hurt one another. 
Or killed one another. 

And they hurt ibe earrli. 



Until finally even the lorots 
began m die r , . 





• . . and the rivers 
and the oceans 


and the plants and ihe animals 
and the earth itself. 


remember who they were, 
or where God was. 


Until one day there came a voice, 
like the growling of thunder; 
but as soft as butterfly sneezes, 
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Because the people could not 
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nd after a long, 


lonesome and scary time . . 



. . . the people listened, 
and began to hear . . . 


And to see God in one another . . . 







And Old Turde smi 



♦ 









